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Give me 10 Minutes a Day 

Learn My Time Tested Secrets of Strength 



READ WHAT THESE f* MOUS pupiis 

SAY ABOUT JOWETT 
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BUILD A BODY 
YOU'LL BE PROUD OF 

Send for These 

FIVE Famous Courses 

HOW in BOOK FORM 

ONLY 25c EACH 

or ALL 5 fop $1 




10-DAY TRIAL OFFER! 

Think of it — i 

for only ONE 



JOWETT'S PHOTO BOOK 
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEH1 

This amazing book has guided thousands of 
weaklings to muscular power. Packed with 
photos of miracle men of might and muscle 
who started perhaps weaker than you are. 
Read the thrilling adventures of Jowett in 
strength that inspired his pupils to follow 
him. They'll show you the best way to 
might and muscle. Send for this FREE 
gift book of PHOTOS OF FAMOUS ft 
STRONG MEN. 



CRACK COMICS 




. 



W HEAVEN'S \y TAKE HIM AND ^ 
:5E ON J;/( HIS REBELS TOTHE Z'/ 
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t.Ance, too, sees something sTgAwse.' | 
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PANCHO IS AFRAID THAT ] 
HELP FROM CAPTAIN , 
TRIUMPH WILLCAUSEfl 
■HARM --THE CHARGE 
THAT FOREIGNERS 
ARE MEPPUNG.' 
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•Pen MilleiZ, 

CARTOONIST 
P£TECTIVE, 
USES HIS KEA4-'. 
LIFE APVENTUKES 
FOR THE EXCITING 
COMIC STRIPS HE. 
DRAWS FOR A GREAT 
NEWSPAPER.' ... 
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guess now you 

NOT BE ABLE TO 
FINISH STOLy 
ABOUT CLOOK 
POLITICIAN 

C££M rot/Hy.' 




HMMM." THAT WAS A SPECIAL 
[KNOCK.'... ONE RAP-PAUSE 
"TWO RAPS,' 




IF I CAN GET OVER TO 
THE FIRE ESCAPE, I 
OUGHT TO BE ABLE 1 
See WHAT THE BOSS 
IS UP TO! 
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THAT'S R1SHT, PEN! I'M 
SOKKY FOR THE WAY 
THINGS TURNED OUT.'„. 
YOU SEE KOUHY HAD ME 
IN A SPOT ... HE KID- 
NAPPED ME AS SOON 
AS SHE ARRIVED FROM 
SCHOOL!" 
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"Recipe for Excitement: mix hack chara, new youk's toughest cabby, with the lower 

EAST SIDE, NEW YORK5 TOUGHEST DISTRICT.' ADD ONE KILL-CRAZY GUNMAN - PARA ANZONETTI, WHO 
W*NTED TO KISS HACK --ONE CROSS-EYED PRINTER - ONE SLIVER OF TIN WORTH *75.000.'.'.' ... 
THEN SIT BACK AND WATCH HACK O'MAKA UNRAVEL THE BLOODY "HIPPIE OF THE LUCKY LICENSE".'/.' 
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f SURE-A WE 
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I PA SIMBA 
l PRINT-A SHOP! 
\ COWN-A 
[DASTKEETT 
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NOW -• I ASK you... 
WHO'P EVER WEAK A 
OUTPIT LIKE THAT 
Guv MAS OW! 
AIN'T HUMAN,' 
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IT'S THE LITTLE Gl/y X 
WHO JAMMED LIP THE 1 
SCENE WITH THE GHOST.' / 
HE'S AT IT AGAIN.' WEIL N 
HAVE TO SKIP OUR lines: ) 

I'LL KILL POLONIUS NOW- S 
OR THAT LITTLE TERMITEU,/ 
KGEP HECKLING * S 
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* WHIRUN6 DERVISH 



VOU are not required to 
travel far along the Burma 
Road before running into 
strange things. And many 
strange people. A lot of the lit- 
tle yellow imps are stationed 
along The Road these days, but 
the Allies are making short 
work ol them. 

Burma is famous for many 
reasons. Kipling made its Man- 
dalay a shrine in English poet- 
ry. But it is famous too for its 
teak, its mahogany, its ele- 
phants who are noted for their 
great strength, its Burmese 
warriors - 

Eric Vale found Burma ex- 
tremely interesting. Attached 
to an American force, he was 
a member of the Intelligence. 
Eric didn't like to think of Bur- 
ma in the hands of the Japs. He 
didn't like to think of French 
Indo-China in their hands, 
either; or Thailand. 

Eric had been stationed in 
many fighting sectors, from the 
South Pacific to Africa to Sicily 
to China, and now here in Bur- 
ma. He liked Burma the best. 
He liked it for its dark history, 
its 'dark 'secrets, its darker in- 
trigue. He anticipated many 
thrilling adventures in this 
thrilling land. There were many 
thrilling characters in the place. 

Take old Gudj the Parsce 
for instance. He had been a ren- 
egade fighting against the Brit- 
ish for many years, but when 
the Japs came he threw in on 
the fight side, and many are 
the traps he laid for the hated 
yellow bellies. 

There was Major Oxley 



Rennet, the British army man 
who had had experience in a 
dozen foreign lands, He had 
been a member of the French 
Foreign Legion and deserted, 
only to be captured and stood 
before a firing squad. Someone 
in the Foreign Office had got 
him ott. He had seen service in 
the Boer War, in the Russian 
campaign, in the Boxer trouble 
and the World War. Now he 
was in again, and going strong. 

There was Santee, the ex- 
cowboy from Arizona, who 
made a hobby of roping Japs 
from the back of a tiny Afghan 
mountain pony, much to the 
edification of the native pop- 
ulace, who thought him a wild 
man. Santee had a collection of 
Jap heads, or so the story went; 
but Eric had never seen the 
grisly collection. 

And there was the huge Rus- 
sian Georgian who loved no- 
thing better than a hand-to- 
hand encounter with any num- 
ber of Japs. The latter cried 
out in terror at sight of this 
monstrous fighting man who 
disdained their bullets, and who 
miraculously came through 
every engagement without a 
nick. 

Yes, Burma was full of ex- 
traordinary things. And per- 
haps strangest of all was the 
Whirling Dervish. . . . 

Things were quiet on the 
evening of the 16th. That day 
three thousand Americans had 
dropped in via parachute and 
there had been quite a get- 
together; many of the new- 
comers had friends and relatives 



among those already stationed 
in Burma. The day had been 
blistering hot, and the night 
promised little in the way of 
cool breezes, for which Burma 
is notoriously lacking. 

Eric was stretched out on a 
low camp cot just outside the 
tent he occupied with Midley, a 
young Signal Corps officer. They 
had been watching the antics 
of the Whirling Dervish, who 
had been spinning in graceful 
whirl and gyrations before the 
newcomers for a half hour 
prior to sunset. This dervish, it 
must be explained, was some- 
thing of an enigma. He had 
attached himself to the com 
pany soon after its occupation 
in that sector, but the reason 
for his doing so was impossible 
to discover. The aged man was 
tongueless, and it was thought 
also deaf. He lived by obtain- 
ing dims from the soldiers. 

Eric used to ponder the 
Strange, lonely life of this 
weird Indian, who could neither 
talk nor hear. Did he find hap- 
piness in merely expressing his 
love for his strange god through 
his uncanny convulutions? Did 
he have friends or relatives any- 
where? How old was he? From 
whence did he come? 

The old dervish put on a 
great show that afternoon for 
the new arrivals, and during 
it an American sentry shot a 
Jap sniper out of a tree a few 
hundred yards away from the 
camp. He reported that a sec- 
ond one got away. 

No one thought anything 
about it until later that night. 



The three thousand new soldiers 
had been stationed in a secret 
valley about five miles away 
from Eric's camp, in a spot 
where it was thought that no 
Japs could approach. About 
midnight, however, three Jap 
bombers roared over the valley 
and dropped their lethal loads 
smack in the middle of the 
camp. The damage was luckily 
slight, only because the soldiers' 
temporary barracks had been 
thrown up around the sides of 
the valley and not in its centre. 
But how the Japs had caught 
on so quickly was a subject 
of much speculation. 

Next day the camp was mov- 
ed fifteen miles into deeper jun- 
gle areas. Eric's own force was 
ordered to move two days later, 
to a place nine miles farther 
north, in very rugged country. 
Here was stationed a small air 
force, which did scouting and 
light bombing duties. 

No one was aware of it, but 
the Whirling Dervish appeared 
that evening as usual and gave 
one of his impromptu demon- 
strations of fine balance. What 
I mean is, no one was aware of 
the dervish's following the 
troops. He always kept out of 
sight and then suddenly ap- 
peared at about sundown for 
his demonstration. Afterward, 
he would go slinking among the 
men with a withered' arm out- 
stretched and a skinny cupped 
palm. Those good guys always 
dumped a few coppers into the 
leprous receptacle, and the old 
man would shuffle off, to sleep 
heaven knows where in the jun- 
Sle. 

What he ate, ,or where, no- 
body knew, because he never 
asked for food. But everyone 
thought he visited among the 
Burmese natives during the day. 
He was never seen about camp 
during daylight hours. 

The night after Eric's com- 
pany moved north, there was a 
brush with Jap bombers, and 
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five Allied planes were strafed 
beyond repair on the ground. 
Several men were killed. Again 
everyone was mystified as to 
how the Jans had learned so 
quickly of the presence of the 
soldiers in the jungle. 

Eric had learned, through 
regular Intelligence channels, 
that a large force of Japanese 
were moving toward the gen- 
eral region from the west, and 
the entire official personnel was 
in readiness to land one on them. 
This force, covered by two doz- 
en bombers, set out one morning 
early, to intercept the enemy. 

What was their amazement, 
however, when they found the 
pass on which the Japs were 
supposed to be moving east- 
ward, entirely bare of Japs! 

"They must've got wind of 
our plans somehow," said the 
CO. "But I wonder how?" 

"Sly devils," said Major 
Oxley-Bennet. "The longer you 
know 'em the slyer they seem, 
too." 

Eric Vale was not excactly 
of that opinion. He had been 
in contact with Japs for almost 
two years and had never found 
them endowed with super- 
human powers. 

"They're getting informa- 
tion," he told (he CO. "They're 
getting it from inside, some- . 
how. Japs don't just do these 
things. I've been watching for 
the last few days and I'll say 
that those devils are receiving 
excellent directions." 

That evening again the der- 
vish appeared out of the jun- 
gle mists to whirl and spiral 
along the recently cleared com- 
pound. He always took the cra- 
ziest chances. There were Jap 
snipers about; any tree might 
contain one. But if they saw the 
dervish they never took a shot 
at him. Of course, the old priest 
was perfectly harmless. 

When the whirls and contor- 
tions were finished, the ancient 
dervish began his rounds of the 



tents for his nightly offering. 
Eric was cleaning an automatic 
pistol when the old man came 
up to him. Eric dropped a cou- 
ple of rupees in the brown 
wrinkled palm. The dervish 
trudged away and accidentally 
Eric fired the pistol into the 
earth at his feet. With a mighty 
lunge the dervish leaped five 
feet off the ground, whirling 
with tjie agility of a cat. 

Eric laughed, said, "Sorry, 
W.D. An accident." The old 
dervish shuffled off, shaking his 
bald head. 

Eric had learned something! 
the dervish could hear. That 
shot had frightened him. And 
suddenly Eric began to suspect 
the aged priest. 

A big drive was in the plan- 
ning stages. The American and 
British forces were going to 
make a push against a concen- 
tration about fifteen miles to 
the south. The matter had been 
kept mighty hush-hush. Then 
came the big day. The several 
companies got under way, an 
hour before dawn. But they 
didn't go as planned. Eric had, 
with considerable argument, 
got the CO. convinced that 
they might be running into an 
ambush. So they marched five 
miles south, then swung to the 
west. Then they sent the air 
force on to the south and began 
bombing the Jap camp. 

It was a mighty good thing 
that they did. Because the 
bombs, raining down brought 
the hundreds of hidden Japs 
out of cover, revealing that 
they had lain in wait for the 
marching Allies. It would have 
been a slaughter had their plan 
carried. 

Who had tipped them off? 

E*ic remembered. The der- 
vish had performed a particu- 
larly exacting demonstration of 
whirls the night before. He had 
told the Japs, by some "whirU 
ing" signals, just where the 
forces would be, and wiwa. 
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WHILE A FINE-LOOKING 
CROONER. NAMED 
MEGAPHONE SLATER. 
WAS SURE TELEVISION WOULD 
MAKE HIM MUCH GREATER ; 
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OUTCOME WAS NOT VERV 
FUNNV - 

HE WAS SPOTTED BY DOZENS 
TO WHOM HE OWED MONEY > 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK CO MICS 

««*<** *""""'SR! 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 



/mJean while- 

ABOARD 

,- I** 
GOOD SHIP 
"LONE 
WOLF, " 
RIDJN© AT 
ANCHOR 

IN A 

HIDDEN 

COVE. 

WE FIND 

SOLO 
JOB 

COUNTING 
HIS 
LOOT... 


/ AH...«y pwze JEWEL! I \ 
\ MUST ENTEE THIS IN Mv I 
5.\ INCOME TAX, ALONG / 1 
\. WITH MV GOLD/ >f k 




CRACK COMICS 









(HtHAHOY!\ 








HE'S KJNDA 1 








, SMALL, BUT / 








\ He WILL / 


■ fv-T 


?-a\ / 




KVPO*/ 


f/p 


fp 










H 


5^r \ ^ 




W 


\/ 





7 J 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




CRACK COMICS 




r 



MQUEY 
PRI ES 



wrBOXSohw 




■I and mo-l coupon at 
yt>v m» If P. .it ooel and . 
•ftg Monoy and Pt.iet fo, dolivonng Cell. 
lo foilomori Y ju ebtoin If you don i *oni 

to • l.p coupon, ihon * » MB JIM 

THAYER. PEP WEU-COLLIEfi 

KWMSHIwe CO., SPftlN'SFIEi.D, ami} 



■fc 




and foe* fa a 



FIGHT! TIGHT! 



BHT!!! You get the spirit . . . thrills . . . breath-taking chances! 
Just like being in there and running a great team in the Bowl, \ 

You're UP, DOWN, UP, as you urge Red to GO, GO, GO! 
Each Captain calls the plays; Play Selectors flash gains or losses on the Television Screen. 
The player who knows smart football usually wins. But it's anybody's game. 

The team that's trailing and fighling has a chance to win a smashing last minute victory, 

Gam* If 15x17 inches. Comas raady to play with Miniatur* Football, riming Dial, 10-yard Marker, ore. In hondson.-e 
leafhoreffe box $2. Avoid disappointment. Order •ai'ly for Christmas. 




mam 



mm 



n 1Kb Stadium. Ratnatsi «act ■ilua 


NEWEST e 


gams. Ployi and icoiing follow Bi 




ball from Mail la liimh "Al bal \ "m 


Blow, and 


h. p.lch.l l mound or 'caught in a ho 


an Ilaihnl 



THE ELECTRIC GAME CO.. INC. 

416 Bridge Street D 12 ELECTRIC FO0TBD 

Holyoke, Max. G \2 ELECTRIC BASES' 

G $2 ELECTRIC B0XIK6 

Balloilai Nol lm J 

Gentlemen: 1 enclose $ 

Please ship the game* (checked above) to: 

NAME 



ADDRESS 
TOWN. 




